228                     FRANCIS    Q.UARLES            1592-1644

CANTICLES II. 5

Stay Me with flowers, and Comfort Me
with Apples y for I Am Sick with Love

O TYRANT love! how doth thy sovereign power

Subject poor souls to thy imperious thrall?
They say thy cup's composed of sweet and sour;

They say thy diet's honey mixed with gall;
How comes it then to pass, these lips of ours
Still trade in bitter; taste no sweet at all?
O tyrant love! shall our perpetual toil
Ne'er find a sabbath to refresh awhile
Our drooping souls? Art thou all frowns, and ne'er a smile?

You blessed maids of honour that frequent
The royal courts of our renowned Jehove,
With flowers restore my spirits faint and spent;
O fetch me apples from love's fruitful grove
To cool my palate and renew my scent,
For I am sick, fbr I am sick of love:
These will revive my dry, my wasted powers,
And they will sweeten my unsavoury hours;
3
O bring me apples to assuage that fire,
WMch Etna-like inflames my flaming breast;
Nor is it every apple I desire,
Nor that which pleases every palate best: